The Fairy Land of Shipscar
Is a river of reconciling as her loveliness slow forth-streams Into gentlest slumber, beguiling the dallying daimon of dreams, Scattering wild white asters while the cocks clamour loud and far To the white prince healed of disasters, Lucifer the Auroran star.
And the winds of the Spring bring dreams when from Araby softly
they blow, And the thorn-tree buds by the streams into foam-stars of virginal
snow, Bring dreams to the wonderful Queen in her castle beyond the
world,
Whose mantle of violet sheen with swans and lilies is pearled, And her orange hair rushes down to her beautiful slender feet, And beneath her exquisite crown her eyes like waters are sweet, And she dreams in her lazuline chamber of faces that once offered
her
Mysterious chaplets of amber and marvellous caskets of myrrh, And she dreams how the pikes shall be broken and the banners of
tournament furled,
And the faery peace-word spoken in her castle beyond the world. How the hearts of weary lovers shall kiss like doves in the end, And how when the veil uncovers, the face be the face of a Friend I Ah me, the mild kisses unpassioned when Aperil sighs through the
fret
Of Oread anemones fashioned ere Chaos could night beget, Ere earth was severed from water and flame from the blue air cold, And the Father of all from his daughter in Shipscar beyond the
wold!